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gurdy. The students' Jam nox stellata sounds as though middle-
aged commercial travellers were having a turn at it. On the
whole, the performance, though all the materials and forces for a
good one are at the conductor's disposal, is dull and suburban.
The fact is, Berlioz is not Sir Joseph Barnby's affair. On Thursday
last (note that the concert night is changed back again from
Wednesday to Thursday) Gounod's Religious March was played,
as at the Crystal Palace, A printed slip was circulated asking the
audience to stand up. What value a demonstration manufactured
in this way can have I do not see, especially when the performance
of the march at the Crystal Palace had proved that it would not
have occurred spontaneously. It jarred on me as a forced and
flunkeyish manoeuvre; and I took no part in it. I have sufficient
feeling about Gounod not to permit myself to be instructed in
the matter by impertinent persons communicating with me by
anonymous slips of paper. Besides, I object to confer on a trum-
pery pi&ce ct'occasion the distinction which is the traditional
English appanage of Handel's Hallelujah Chorus.

My great difficulty in describing Mr Cowen's Norwich Festival
cantata, The Water Lily, is to find a point of view sufficiently
remote from common sense to enable me to keep my countenance
during the process. The most ordinary decencies of professional
etiquette bind me to accept with enthusiasm the lines of my dis-
tinguished fellow-critic. For instance:

Though I know not where thou art,
Well I know thou hast my heart.

Nor so long be coyly hiding,
In my arms is thy abiding*

He is thine, and oer the tide
Thou shalt go to be his bride,
Yield thee to love's soft allure,
Never lived a knight so pure.
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